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^ ' Let me pass, you blackguard/ Fernyhirst
cried. But he was a coward at a pinch, had always
been. He did not know whether Francis had not
a pistol. He climbed off his horse and began
blustering.

Francis showed him the rapiers.

* We will fight here and now/ he said.

* This is monstrous/ Fernyhirst said.    * No
seconds.    No arrangements.    I protest.    I re-
fuse------' ^

* We will fight here and now/ Francis repeated.
Perhaps it occurred to Fernyhirst that here

would be a good opportunity to teach this puling
husband a lesson, for although a coward he had
been a skilled duellist in younger days, and the
rapier was his favourite weapon. He knew, too,
that this business would be scandalous if he let it
go on. The quickest over the less said.
His hesitation swung to bluster.

* If you wish it/ he said scornfully,    * You
are a poor husband, Herries, and poor husbands
always make shabby fighters.'

Herries said not a word.

They drew the horses up the moor and over
the ridge to a hollow where they could not be
seen from the road. They fought in their
shirts, although the cold was intense. Francis
was a good swordsman, but it was years since he
had had any practice. He fought in what was
known as the Neapolitan style, with straight
arm and straight back, his knees bent. ^ Ferny-
hirst fought with a flourish, sweeping his rapier
in the air. He knew instantly that Francis